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Crowding the solitude
Of the loops over the downs,
Hushing the roar of towns
And their brief multitude.

EDWARD THOMAS.

XVII
LACEIMAE MUSARUM
(6th. October, 1892; The Death of Tennyson)
Low, like another's, lies the laurelled head :
The life that seemed a perfect song is o'er :
Carry the last great bard to his last bed.
Land that lie loved, thy noblest voice is mute,
Land that lie loved, that loved him 1 nevermore
Meadow of thine, smooth lawn or wild sea-shore.
Gardens of odorous bloom and tremulous fruit,
Or woodlands old, like Druid couches spread,
The master's feet shall tread.
Death's little rift hath rent the faultless lute :          10
The singer of undying songs is dead.
Lo, in this season pensive-hued and grave,
While fades and falls the doomed, reluctant leaf
From withered Earth's fantastic coronal,
With wandering sighs of forest and of wave
Mingles the murmur of a people's grief
For him whose leaf shall fade not, neither fall.
He hath fared forth, beyond these suns and showers.
For UH, the autumn glow, the autumn flame,
And soon the winter silence shall be ours ;               20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